‘on the deck xt Montes, 
“Hello, you're Hester Prat.” 

I stared 
wes" 
‘fre. Blakely told we about you." 

oly you ate Miss Edwina Mefver? 
Mrs, Blakely wrote me—I'm awfully 
lad — Do you know, have I enough 
Find of Tabels on this trunk?” 


Owens began abruptly 


tied vo i, There's beaps of Gane—beat 
‘lesn't sail ton. Let's st down 
don't krow whose trunk itis, and don't 


‘She tcok possession of most of 
the ooly tow trunk in the viciity Teaye 
ing me a seat too marrow for comfort 
fhuncted up her long legs, booked hee 
arm about her knees, and seared gloom- 
ay, her mouth wt sty at sea that 
Ili, in the stmasaturated blue of its 
waite, the white of gulls, of a sal, of 
the {esh-painted ocean liver anchored 
‘out, all the brilliant, eraasent Geanty of 
4 Riviern morning —a beauty i faiely 
mde sour heart ache to leave for the 
dregs of a New York winter 
Ws tice fy nee” T tried, 
‘Yes. You're alone, aren't you 
oven” 
"Docan' tok exci 


running. 


athe of “The Matas 


By Valma Clark 


Tar 
“The Amatewt Chl” 


Iran my eye over the group. 
“Two profesors and one profestar's 
wife, three schoolteachers, a priest, five 
midde-aged-to-eldery globe trates," L 
inventoried, “No, January's the wrong. 
ime 10 be heading for New Yo" 
"There's dirt on your aose. Did you 
get your suit in Paris? You-all smoke? 
Got a cigarette?” 


“You're the youngest one here; youl 
‘et at our table.” She fnisbed her sur= 
sey of me and disposed of me in the 
Space of one frown, She relapsed 
oom. 

T was in process of siting her pp—the 
ram, long body the small, white fey 
Freekledfuim'y, piol-ideled, with ts 
straight, rather delicate nose, its wide 
‘mouth, its high chek hones—when T 
Irecame aware of a litle brows, jaunty 
‘woman iho saintered up without hae 
and whose blue eves doted, hali-humor= 
busly, upon the figure which T sppraised 
so coldly, Her indulgence included: all 
the details: stall peepee ha, 
squashed dows, purple scart whieh 
trailed the dock, beigecolored silken 
Jksee, parple cunleather sandals, Bike 
vwina’s mother did not say. *Febwina, 
yur scarfs in the dust" or, "Edwina, 
pull down your skirt.” Instead, she 
Tooked down upon her daughter as a 


108 Ainslee’s 


lover might gaze wpoa an enchant! 
and absurd Tittle sweetheart, and said: 
“Dve got everything tagged bet the 
and T can't Gnd that.” 


‘Te will ten up," predicted Mrs, Me~ 
Iver casi 

“I's got_my new green dress 
scowls Edwina, “Oh, nev’ mind, 11 


"'S Hester—Hester Prat, 
remembered. 

‘Mrs, Melver's smile admitted me to 
the joke of an eficient daughter, She 
had” a rusty litle face—weathered 
brown, stained! deep with freckles, from. 
forty-tome-odd years of grubbing in her 
South Carolina Rower garden, I learned 
later; her nose was pert ail her smile 
was merry. “You be company for 
pala 
fot—T can't bear hein’ hot" furned 


Re 

“You can cool yourself by just look- 
fing at the water.” suggested Mrs. Me- 
Tver. “Did you ever see such blnes and 
such greens—that exquiste soaped 
green?” She tied the pert nose. as 
‘though to sniff the green. “The color, 
Edwina, of your new—" 

“Cigarette,” Edwina freted, “If 
only" She caught an aroma, 
turned. He was a short, thick, middle- 
‘aged stan, clearly an Americar and fo 
spite of siouch clothes and a plaid cap, 
oF perhaps beemise of his two briel 
eases and a revtles gesture with & 
paperthin gold watch, he looked lke 2 
person of importance. Edwina hest 
tated not an instant; she stifled, and 7 
discovered her biue, blue eyes, with the 
fringe of Mack laches ae sharp and 
Iustrous as bite of shising Mack ename! 
stuck there, "Got an extra one? Ciga- 


“EAP Oh, certainly—sare thing.” 
He deposited ‘the two brief cases, pro- 
duced a Hat, gold cigarette case, struck 
‘a match for Edwina. 


T waited for Mrs. Metver's prota, 
whieh did not come, 

Edwina conkinued to smile, but sud 
desly her smile hal shifted from the 
American and focused in the general 
direction of Monte Carlo behind. his 
back. There was ax awkward moms 
Edwina had ‘completely forgotten to 
‘haa hi 

“The thick-set gentleman, who still ad 
the open cigarette ease in his hand, 
‘turaed to Mrs, Melver. 

“AVitl you——"" He hesitate. 

Thank you, Eéwina doesn't 
me Fidwina'"—she sparkled: 
‘ear silliness in the old.” 

His Black eyes, behind their really 
dclightful twinkle, Weld a shrewdness; 
the fall curve of his nose hinted at a 
Jewish strain, 

“The ald?" he deprecated. 

"You know"—she rached in her asf, 
slurring speesh into one of the Hite 
rneedotes which were. fang across the 
gap of so many of Edwin's discour- 
feses—'T once made a fearfal break, 
Edwina and some of the litte gals nck 
home were goin’ for a moonlight 
Fide 

“That old one!” groaned Edwina, 

“And L wanted t9 go along. Edwina 
forbade it, and I argued, Nancy 

voice down,” Ede 


low 
"eat 


‘Naney—ste's my elder datghter— 
finally enfightened ‘me, "They don't 
want you, moihes, because they want 39 
sinoke,? "= 

‘Let them stoke aveuy,” Lxetorted 
don't rind 

‘Well Edwinn here simply went to 
pieces. “I's what [can’t bea, that you, 
Smother, shou 
ing! 

Mrs, Melver's townie face was al 
puckered with the fun of ity T looked: 
at ber and grinned; our doe nequainte 
ance lodked at her and chuckled. 

Edwina herself liftel starry blue 
‘eyes murmured vaguely 
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"oe do ee how it would make you 
teh wth the other gale—" 

‘Agus. Elwim's tention was riy- 
ceeds I tured and found very eaach 
ths side of Monte Carla, the object of 
fer vind interest in the alupe of a 
tem, yersommble young man. He was 
Seamning ranks.” le discovered the 
frank on wich Ewing st without die 
teveing Eabwina 

“Mier it! ole” A poner ame 
aning, 

‘Edwina did not move, and now per- 
fore be had ta isconer her. He gazed 
down upon. Edwina’s cigarete, “upon 
Bhwinw’s sien knee- He atifened. 

“Pardon me— 

‘There wat & elope to his enanel- 
ston. 4 crispness 10 the crease of his 
truer. He wore 2. Pha Been Kappa 
ley. anda smal brash mustache, quite 
seers pre was regu a n= 

telore ever saw the Cas 
Teas lel on tv nk, feared 
hin Tor Harvand—a very young: Har- 
sant who Tad pot yet grown oat of a 
dead-serions faith i the system of abe 
sue categories for girl 
dwina tonsed the ‘cigurere aside, 
came slive lke a ten uncerling for 
hy ‘ap. She aimed the 
Shui af her stile at the young ma 
he di not smile back 
sorry." ie artcubted with 
mn courteny, “to disaelyorm 
Jat the offal insite jon examining 
ts my rune 
teased Fadwina, nt tiring 


Fulwing tat on: he merely waited, 
vee much aloof, 
spiclous character se ihe. 

“Pardon 

Anosher wait. 

“Why?” pouted Edwina. There's 
tp estos hete—what are they Took 

: 

“Thing. judges and senates have been 
tought for." murmured Mrs. Melyer, 
‘asing off the situation, 


‘The young man thawed sigh tothe 
trary allion. 

"The thing judges and senstes—" 
frowned the irl, relinquishing the 
trunk 

“Gol.” said the young man eurtiy. 

Gold!” laughed Mrs. Mclver. 
“They browsed through our trunks, £00, 
Edwina; we're not afowed to go sug 
alia! gold oat of the country." 

“There followed the Tarce of poking 
tunder a top layer of pajamas, correctly 
‘monogrammed, Edwina was tramkly it~ 
terested: the young man was aloof, but 
pink; Mrs, Mclver spoke tactfully of 
Fhe curious cloud above La Terbie. 

Now the young ian aised his hat 
‘meticulously to 95 and departed, 

‘Edwina, bent to. the trunk label— 
“John Porter Daggett"—murmured 
scmeting shou the extwas stit case, 
‘ind followed hin straight. 

She pained only to yank the close 
porple hat from her heed; and I sat 
flown under the sudden shock of Ea 
winn's hair—strazht, bobbed, flaming. 

“Panny litle orange top,” observed 
Eawina's mother, 

Wel, it aa fanny: but perhaps, too, 
it was--alecoratve i Its way. 

“Time,” said the thickset' man, o> 
salting his wateh, “for the tug.” He 
had, Tnaticed. long-fnigered, sim bands, 
at odds with the rest of him. His eyes, 
following Ary. Melver's just lashed 
Edwina. “I’ve been looking for 3 rede 
headed. gir” 

“Petiaps 1 can les yo mine,” 
smiled Ms. Melver. 


We ung over the ship’s rail for 
last glimpse of Mowe Carlo, the moun 
‘tains, the litle high, old hill towns, the 
clouds, like a fairyland blown backward 
jn a bubble of sunlight; Edwina com- 
rmencel to be bared. We sli down the 
coast of Ttaly—ridge after ridge of 
ssow-lad mountains, ke opalescent 
ous piled p-—and. Edwina was more 
bored. We passed Corsica by night, » 
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hgh, dark shadow with a til fight, and 
Edjwina was utterly bored. 

‘We watehed the prow of the beat ext 
the water, and Mrs. Melver talked. 

“Curious about Edwina, fere—she's 
like no one in either Sam's family ot 
mine, When she was bom, [just 
looked ar ber, with all hae fuze of red 
har, and T felt they'd made a mistake, 
You inow"—with an apologetic laugh— 
“the poor little Russian prince, Alexis, 
was torn at that time, and I’ got the 
‘dea that somehow they'd shifted them 
“Alors war mine, and Edwina wat 
theirs ‘The odd part of it is he had a 
Melver look, while. Edwina resembled 
the Russian grand duchesses. I wrote 
‘my brother: "Bil, don't breathe it to a 
Soul, but tae stork, knowing the poor 
‘raring couldn't bear up under the 
fgrace of another gir has gore and 
played ms a mean trick,” Well, Bill 
Sent-me an article out’ of the’ next 
Sunday Times which told how the 
new litle czareviteh bore no. resem 
Dlane to ether his father or his mother, 
fand he simply wrote on it, “Hones, 
‘Meg, I didn't elL'" Mrs.’ Melver's 
urgle of laughter stl apologized. Ea- 
‘wina yawned auily, 

T fooked at Eabwin to compare, io 
wonder, the mother's romantic concep 
on of her daughter with the origina 
But cither the moonlight bad changed 
Edwina, accentuating the ide mouth, 
the high cheek bones, arming blee eyes 
green and orange hie silver, lendiog 
ber a beauty arresting in its strangeness, 
for Mrs. Melver had done the tric 
Edwina might, indeed, have been « Ras 
sian grand duchess in, disease. 

“Like sliced. moonlight—those waves 
‘a5 they're fing back,” murmured Mrs. 
Hicher 
i you're goin’ 0 1 
seenery—— 

‘We were alone. 

"You know,” she continued, “Tim 
right worried ‘about Falwina. | want 
Edwina wo marry, but Tm earfel shell 


fe about 


marry just by way of tryin’ something 
how.” Natey, now, fs 30 keen about he 
Wihrary work that ifs a sort of guarantee 
toe she woa't marry for anything but 
Tove. If there were anything in the 
world that Edwina wanted to do—" 

A career?” 

{CHIR Se can tse a ae can 
sing’ hat she’s so deliste—a tendeney 
tocolds. Of, well — 

‘Our middle-aged American friend of 
the dock, whose ame, we had leamedy 
swas Johnson, saustered by, and T left 
Mire: Melver and tion deep in discus 
‘ion of Barre's pays. 

T was at the hale-braahing age whee 
Edwina, to my stazement, slammed 
{nto my. stateroom without” knocking 
She slimped into the only chair, and 
famnounced that she hal been. playing 
‘ah jong with a reporter named Charlie 
Taner ad some, cers, 

“He's a-nasin’ out eelebries for a 
story—fine ¢hance on this boat.” She 
Shrugged. "He's 2 dub, but young.” 

“And John Porter Daggett?" 
queriet 

A i 

“Me's an jastrucor of French at Har 
vard; has been over studying.” ine 
Formed her. 

u've been talkin’ to him" 
a; Uae proteaior' wile tld he” 
‘ow she became confidential about 
other and toys, about the dixsy speed 
ff 8 young married set to which she 
fad aitached eral, 

“Hig stores—wvell_ they were the 
cratest things he kept sie laugh" all 
fvening; there was one—bat don tll 


rot 
“Haw old are you, Edwina?” 
She was immediavely imerested ia 
how old T hotght she might be, was 


Lean't bear 1o get old, T'd just as soon 
‘get dead. How old are you?” 

T owned my twenty-nine years. 

“You can keep an eye on mother, 


4 


r 
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ayo, Mothir “end 1" she: aid 
SP inereted in he same thing 

Mosher clays shack ade 
Fie ant can't 

tat are Sou interowet a?" 1 
oot syn. 

Situ? Why 1 rele Ue imerested 
in peosl—yeune trone. An sowing 
YG sing. And dancing! “T lke 
‘Gecng eter thas shying i the 
rid se dsclret wth panto, She 
Cred inl Ee the Cat, ide 
renee i the Wed qa. *And T 
feion she added” eth unlioking 
Frakes, consllenng hr face i the 
tire, °f redken terested im gee 
tg ris She ted a dab ol my 
et mien ested powder, moms a 
eed me asl. inpersoaly Tike a 
Ghll elpod hers toa mundane 
ffs fase of ft, ad ale rom 
ter, 

Ste’ Resin Pitiee Alen 
rated me, ae Trowel off Te was 
Hn Sctver aol Me, Jotnson sl pee 
Sng wih the moon “beyond "ay open 
pine, 

Treats regents ot itera 

rie Doteaclare” eld 
mht 
vas Donna-May? Familiar 
pane! Use 


1 ne reminded of Mr. Jobson 
words the following morning.” Fawiea 
Ani pliamp yoang tian raced down the 
deck toward the goal of our steamer 
‘les; she cant his tem, sid ughing 
the last few seps past the chair of 
foamy Daggett, who did nat eign to 
wince frum his book. 

"Charlie. Laver,” ung. off Edwina 
“He's on the tral of —" 

"Say, Tve heard he's Brockman bia 
seti—Leon Broclenan, ‘big theatrical 
Droduer." panted the youre man eat 
edly. “You've een talking to him. 
Bic ime?” 

“Tis name,” replied Mrs, MeLver, “is 
Mr, Joheson.” 


Pooiog wen atrcigrs 

irocknan traveling intog ?* 

Pesiya ase hin she lange, and 

Jeg me kerow what he says. Tm inter 
ested 

"Goch, an inmerview from Leon 


tice eyes folowing them down the deck, 
"looks eather well in that biie—" 
“she Brockman?” ¥ asked idly. 


it, bot don't tel Edwina. Edwina. 


chuckled, “never cam keep omything. 
"Tien he really is the big—" 
Yes. He was telling me about this 


‘een playing in London, but i's 
rele, and she won't take anychiag. but 
the ead fa New York, She's not suited 
for the lend, Ne says, and besides, 
already engaged Nietza for that. "He's 
Stack.” Tt woul be sige.” said Biwina’s 
mother, “if Edwina could do the part.” 

T stared, No, It was not a joke. 
‘Mra, McIver was seriaan 

“What.” T managed feebly, “is the 


ot 

""Fawina dances remarkably well, and 
sie has a voize. Why, W3 Joonne is 
"Madame Mariska, shat prety tle 
Viesnese thing. We saw if ia London, 
sand { remariced ot the time that Donna 
May resembled Ed— 


“Vesuvius with is. plume of 
smoke? Oh, purser, do you ever have 
Fancy-dress damees un the best 

"hu, yes, maine, if the passengers 
wish it” One sells masks and fancee 
‘resis in the barker shop, There is 
few young people this tim, tut—" 


ver thoughtfully. 
Tt was too lite in the afternoon, whea 


vee weighed archor ax Naples, to 
<Gther Pope or Vesuvius, 30 we wate 
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‘dered up and down the surging, narrow 
‘treets of old Naples. Mrs.” Melver 
went from ragged children ina patch 
‘OF manlight to a little strect shrine with 
a virgin, floating cherubs, burning 
‘candles, and wished passionately for het 
‘skeichbook and colors; Edwina _pro- 
fested te sill and ferely txented 
the flas Lasketfal of litle raw, silver 
fish which lowed to her from the head 
Of a passing bey. Tn between ches 
‘Mrs, Melver was oily pertinacious in 
hher pursuit of an apron. She ram 
maged through pinwhesls. sausages, 
calizoes, flagons of Chianti, false faces, 
fed macaronis, in the heterogeneous 
assortment of the little street. shops 
Eating objected: if her mocher kept on 
collecting “silly trash,” they'd have not 
‘a cant lft aver from the trip. 

"Sam." Mrs. Melver laughingly ex 
plained tome, “has said we may keep 
Anything that ‘emains from our three 


‘ptings from a vision of clothes.” 
“T want to go tack to. the boat,” 
stated Edwina suddenly. 
“A colorful apron, made peasant 
Here—" 
“But what wouk! yon do with it, 


anather?” 

"Its colorful,” 1 admitted, 

“Greun, purple, royal blue" gloated 
Mrs, Metter; “no” clash with— 
‘What, dear?” 

"T gant,” insisted Edwina omina 
"ogo back to the bout, I'm tied, 
‘Well go now.” 
neghitg, ticbmok, what is the 
fealian 

‘Now—now—now!” Thoroughly 
amazed, Twas treated to an exhibition 
‘of raw temper, Eawina stood in. the 
‘middle of the marrow street, blocking 
trafic, and stamped her font. Her face 
‘got red she looked as though she would 
ery he was 

"One minute,” socthed Mrs, Melver. 
“Five lira? It's only five tira, Edwina, 
TH hare to go now.” She turned to 


ime. “You stay as tong. a+ you wan 
‘wit don't Tose your way to the dod 
she laughed bnek, 

1 found hes, ax hour Inter, ia her 
steamer chair, an old, saug, brown-wodl 
fat raked over her eyes, squinting con. 
tentedty up at Vesuvius. She had her 
sketch block on her knees, a bottle of 
diety water at her lhew, snd she wat 
serewing her brash around in her 
south, 

T was carious 2s to how she would 
‘explain. Edwina’s tantrum: would she 

it, oF woul she plead that de 
wina was “not wel?” But Mrs. Me- 
Iver did neither-she did not pass over 
the cutburst, nor did she fall back on 
that final materna!_apelogy. 

“Just like Edwina.” she chuckled, 
stressing it, and proceated to regale me 
with reminiscence: of Edwvina’s worst 
rages, Mrs. Melver had jast the right 
Mend of laughter and fondness for het 
daughter's absurdities; if you did not 
see it, with her, as the richest joke that 
Edwina should stand in the middle of a 
street of Naples and awl for her own 
sway, you did cated from Mrs. Melver, 
in spite of yourself, a certain feeling 
‘of indulgence for the wrong-headed 
little cartot-top. Yet the thought oc 
‘curred to me if Mrs. Mefver could 
carry off for Edwina that exhibition, 
‘what couldn't she carry off for Edwina? 

‘That was Naples, Ie was later, Le 
rember, that Mrs, Melver and T started 
a search for Edwina, We found. her 
in the smoking room laying mah jong 
and drinking’ Higuewss with Charlie 
Lauer and several of the ship's officers, 
Eawina had a enime de menthe with 
cracked (ce ani a straw j her smal Toot 
yeas shed, and her eyes, a8 she sipped 
from the pretty, frostgreen concoction, 
were green themselves, with Mack 
pupils, Hike a cat's eyes, Indeed, there 
wae a restless ekuty to. Edwina, a8 
bright and as strange as the gleam of 
her fantastic orange hair beneath the 
flectrie Tights, so that Brockman—or 
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played aise a, te 
jet ible, watched her with a con 
Tome ter yroy Dares ve 
Sat ina ciener very rch alone and 
‘rank black coffee, was aware of Ed 
rina with a certain high distain; while 
Tdwita, for her part, was teddessly 
‘omscinis of the: young man’s dissp~ 
froval. The parser was excusing him 
St with his French bow; Edwina 
jjrked her bare arm from beneath 
Laver’s plump hand, tossed her 
fron her eyes, called to Daggett a chal 
Ienge o take the purser's place. 

“Thank yout, L don’t play 

Edwina famed her chags, 

It vas at that inopportune instant that 
fre, Melner presented herself, 

"Mother, vou look Hike a. tramp it 
that Eat! Why can't sou fix yourself 
fp decent?” Te was a had oment: 
Hdwisa's mouth was pushed out; she 
seas audible and ovioas to the endee 
smoking room, 

Bat Mrs, Metyer, who did veritably 
resele a tramp, only pulled the hat 
farther down over hee ‘freckled nose 
snd crck the attitude of a jauety Title 
fugit “The moment passed in a Tough 
ere Dasgget sted, 

“That Byes" rammed Mrs, Metyer 
iy my eat, “is finer than the others,” 

“Ginger ale oF comae?” Johnson 
hailed her eagerly. We aid into. the 
Jeather sont beside him, ancl he and Mrs 
Mclver Tost themelves ina. disusson 
Of springer. spaniels, and Sectch tea 
take, and the Montmartre, 


Palermo followed. We tay, in the 
morning, in the Inrbor of the Golden 
Shell and. Edwina asked me, cmt of 
Mrs. Melver's hearing, if T would fet 
her mother gp ashore’ with me, while 
Mfrs. Melver informed me, in at aside 
from her daughter, that we would ran 
sway from Edwina. We had a delight- 
ful day. We gatheret impressions of 
file, dusty donkey exres with bright 
Bible scenes painted on them, of Ara 


hian ‘Nights cathedrals with golden mo- 
fics and whole altars of Tapis lazuli, 
Of gorgaons salty slawls on merstiity 
oor pean! weren, of deep-parple 
Violets for sale onthe streets ad 
olle-tcows amber, fo sa the 
sons Mrs. Malvr bought xy, 

2 edwing wil be furious 
ee he se 
She pasied ap w silken strand of gent 
ine Sitlan ambers for a string of uly, 
saregated beads as large as Easter eggs. 
She pursued indefatgably a book of 
French nursery shymnes with music, + 
diffe thing to find in a Siti town, 
find. a efered- print handkerdhiel, 4 
‘quest not unreasenable ia city of eaicn 
KKerchiefs, bat chisive in the particular 
combination of greens and” purples 
which she bad ia mond, We rounded 
top both finally, send eelebeated with too 
much Chianti‘ina restaurant. Mes 
Mefver tied the brigh-xpted hander 
chief over her hat and beneath her chin 
fia krot, and chamied a. French song 
‘ram her colored picture book. 

Edwina,” she nitrmured costentedy, 
as she drained her third lacs, makes 
me stop with one.” 

dwn herself, when we came 
aboard, was gloomily cating the raisins 
from her tea eake ant turing. the pages 
‘ola beole from the ship's library en- 
fied “Love in a. Lite House;" Joba 
Porter Daggett, who held dows a neigh 
horing wicker table, was absorbed. a 
Drownskather whe 
which looked ike m fist edition of 
Motiére at Feast. Edwina had the be- 
igimning of a cold, and the was corre 
Spondingly cross. 


I, mcher, quit your fussin' 
Bui I'm sorry, dear, that you have 
to go and get a cold just at this time: 
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1 particularly wanted you 110 be i 


“He's a pig:” announced Edwina, 
lowering at Dagget, who gave her his 
fod), handsome provile as he passed out 
table. "Do you low what he mid © 
Charlie Lauer? He said: ‘There's not 
tice gal co the beat.’ Considering 1 
fam she only gal on, the beat——" 
"Tan ste—" admitted. Mrs, Me- 
Iver impartially. “Some of the things 


my objection” concluded Mrs 
Mctver calmly: "you spol your chances 
with the realy fie boss.” 
Fine boss! scorned Esiwina 
et He can go toto hel 
Her mother fet that pas. 


“Fine 


Yet it was jadgment on her Eawra 
which Mrs, Melvet, whatever she might 
Tay, wan not confer 0 let rest, and 1 
{eas amused at er tactics on the follow: 
poring, She waa jontiog ovis 
het book of Freach nursery rhymes: 

“erewneh;” she pled; “trounce” 
She waved to Dageet, who happened 
along You tea “vat 
Fresh, erat 

Terre warned wile cil of fais 
ing Now’ theie heads were together 
Daggett was giving her the fines in 
Iweattifal Hench; she was giving him 
the time with the Beat of hairpin ot 
her chair are, 

iTacy rare ihn aver ope ibe 
Edwina came by. She Toitered,” she 
spre 
“Oh!” Miss Mectver sccepted_ her 
amily. "Tyas. telling Ewin 
(would be ule tf she wrod nt sp 
some of thee 

“En son for a 
B sotper ova 


‘There was the hares: chilly pause: 
then: 


Wen shes you ow,” be ta 
wich for ter 

“Sedwin's French!” ggg Mn 
Melver, "We were in 4 ten room 
Nice and Raving snk the wae fo 
Scteed ten wi on i toe 
inthe purest Pang” 

“Miele it as” proteted Be 

"Bi hee was broken, 

Eieies gutorel the ps oi 
ier arms hol eb oiely fas 
iS det das wie te cat po 
Again er check he lke pitresae 
St conte by one of er ey rane 
tone Ma, Meer had sifted he spe 
ht oer aug 

thts Mle al Seth gests ta 
sacha dig way of feign 
se et hs 
thaball ered ap "Lite lady he 
‘Tace only your fair when Wik 
tuts es ive Int? on. wa 
fave tae wih toe sot Ty as eet 
Fre Deere eee tne vented 
rhe 1 Hae a you, 

PCat mt fg con Chat 
Lager, oping lefore Ewin. 

“Dea wane tn" she rid lek 
cat 

Bid the shadow’ of Daggett 
Ini meets once ue vet ea 
OF pouibeton wo Lier voted od 
eet eo 

Tdeowsed we to: 

ince Preach fps tat 
sect fet ls ber fo 30 Tah 
ie 

‘Wolo? nie twin, 

he gested 


Now, but for Edwina’s cold, it never 
‘onl ave happened ss it did, She was 

ed with she col atl’ long pl 
Gibraltar, Young Daggett inquired 
ishost her politely» Me dawled about 
with Edwina’s mother, and Edvwina’s 
‘mother spun him all the lithe whimieal 
4am that backed tp her own ronan 
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a yefion ant ao et fara. 
ter peejlices and spot her fearfully. 
{Wot there was one at the Miraméve 
rio jast knew, by some seventh sens, 
thar Edwina would have a passion for 
pple sace with nutmeg. 

"Ad again: 

‘There she stood, that fle stim, 
serait figure in pajcmas with all that 
aed mop of fed hair, aed T said, 
‘Bawna, what is wrong 

it went on and on. a colorful, most 
innate pieture of a young gil. Young 
Daggett was virgin ground, one of those 
rigid ns who you knew, a a lance, 
{obe innocent of even siser, and Mrs, 
Melver's familiar litle sketchings of 
Edwina must have caught at his imag~ 
inatien 

Teast tel you, even now, how ste 
thd it She guarded Edwina’s voice ike 
the woice of an oper singer. and of 
fur that_made Hs impression, She 
Aerated chiefly between Daxgett and 
bout, hough she” seatterelmisel= 
iumcoue ile anecdotes of Edwina 
amor the rest of the passengers, 10, 
tnt the whole ship wab inquiring” with 
Interest and. sfictwle for “the ite, 
rel-teaded gil.” She merely talked— 
fhat i the nearest can come to it She 
tlhe; she talked consistently upon one 
subject and che was never a bore. She 
fuusle no preensions for her daughter. 

Spain!” she giggled, 
file Edwina would 
tha" And again: 
"Yow have’ discovered Edwina’s ene 
anifciality? Why, ber eyelashes! No, 
theyre pi, wana.” 

“Then when we were in midocean, 
alter almost a_ week's abseree, Edwina 
feapjeated. ‘She stil had er sue, 
ber eyes were watery ad pnke Tied, 
ad ber mouth, in tle pinched, white 
face was Targer than ever. She" was 
to prety, but she eaeied her head high, 
a she could dance! She did a loose 
‘tulad eanter with dhe plump Laser 
Youth, and her feet, her whole ody, 


um 
ad the cay shyt of a dassing 
siaed bays, She de xeon oes 
i 


cuted to a sharp and clicking nicety. 
Edwina might be aw and fong as 10 


bvanert her eyes rored over 

tm the side lines with Mira ‘Melver— 
found Dagret, The boy, handsome in 
correct evening atUre, was hug ne 


Daggee’s eyebrows made a barely 
perceptible, rather nervous negative. 

Tealwina’s mouth was instantly pushed 
coat ina cow; with a singe gesture she 
fan the fingers of her two. hands 
through her hair > that i Stock out, 
omeither side, in ewo orange tufts. She 
‘Mood an iasiant longer. a. green-and 
Silver figure, saying. Then she pisked 
the Russian drummer out of he or- 
cthestra tng hers, with that eontor- 
Vinis into an amazing series of gym 
asics. 

‘Youre Daggett’ whole body became 
one with she ubroken create of 
trosers: he turned om his heel and de- 
pared. 

They finished to applause, But Ea- 
wina's gaze slid off the dazed and ex- 
Ged” ie “drummer, sde-stepped 
Charlie Laver she lett the room ab 
cuply bs young. Dygget’s door. 

Now Mes, -Melver, who held the 
purser by a coat sleeve and was the 
eater of a rapidly callesting” group, 
gathered mein. 

“And Lean see you, Professor Sil, 
fas an Arab street vender: Mrs. Sills! 
Kinono, a turban, rugs over one arm, 
Deads over the the—and presto! You, 
ester"—sbe addressed me—" well, why 
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couldn't you take off Edwina herself? 
Rayeled fed for—” 

"Whar?" T asked, “Why? 

“The famy-dress party. The purser 
hhere"—she tweaked his sieeve“ 
we're all to old. But to-morrow night 
ell show him! Now remember, gals 
and boys"—she spurced on school 
teachers, priest, and middle-aged travel- 
¢3 alike —"“tememter, if one gal of you 
for one boy of you dares appear out of 
fenstume—a costume of some kind’ 

‘AI the following day the plot thick- 
ened. ‘There were whiepered consults 
fons, Imrsts of laughter, glimpses 
throtgh stateroom doors of Chinese 
fable runners and Persian scarfs in 
process of conversion, Mrs Melver 
Was the center of it. Tt was not until 
Jate afternoon hat she gare up invent 
ing costumes for every one else, and 
‘came in search of Edwina. — Eiwina 
was to be found bent studionsy to the 
Gelaged firs French teson with Dage 
ett, 

“it ig” be was saying, “an idiomatic 
expression, 

‘Edwina, her blue eyes on bis profile, 
a mumaring er complete compre: 


“T wen't! just won't! 

“Dit, dear, don’, yott see—" 

I rapped; opened to Mra, Melvers: 

atl 

T gaped at Edwina, ant 1 began to 
ee 4 light. Over a green andershirt 
and a white peasant Nouse smocked in 
‘orange, she wore the apron, with its 
purples ant greens and royal blues, 
from Naples. “About her neck she wore 
the bright heads the Easter eggs and 
ied over her orange-red hair and 
Irnotted under her chin the peirple-and- 
‘green kerchief, loth from Palermo, 
Her high cheek aves were accentuated 
with two comin, perfectly round spate 
of orange rouge. She stood, in one 


purple-sik stocking and one green-sik 
Stocking, and refused to puton the 
hhuge, fur-topped, white-satin tedroom 
slippers whieh her mother had) picked 
‘up from Heaven knows where 

“Lsare ‘ough won't! You jost want 
to make me a freak, that's wh 

“But, Edwina, T only" 

“Won't! 

"Well, if you won't, yon won't” 
Mrs, Melver even achieved a ltgh, 

“Bat, my dear, do. you mean to say 
you don't adore sonrself? Why, you're 
Tike a igare ot of *Chmure-Soutrin!* 


said Edwina 
atta. 

“OF course, if you want to go 38.8 
ite tarlatan fairy or a Martha, Washe 
ington ike any crinary, merely preuy 
sil! With another orange bluth ot 
your chin—" Edwina considered the 
‘fect in the mirror. 

Te was lke all faneydrese partion 
with the usual collection of kimonos and 
Spanish shawls. Toward the clow of 
the evening Mrs. Melver, a merry lite 
tramp in patches and tin cans, dispensed 
with the orchestra, and herselt played 
the “Muwic Box” tuoe for Edwina’ 
solo dance. Tt was one of those litte 

‘inkling things, all mincing 
nd ff poses, and Pabwing 
looking Hike a new kind of doi, did 
to petfecion, Johnson, « highlander 
plaid scarf, a lady’ acvordion-plaited 
shirt hitched! tp about his bulky” vais 
fad a whisk broamt dangling at his belt, 
trned the page foe Mrs, Melver, and 
watched Edvina with his shrewd” eyes 
arrowed. The music box diel of 

he lolee—" audded Joluvon, 

Doesn't she?” 1 suddenky felt a 
purpose moving beneath Mrs, Mlvers 
Eageeness. "And abe can dance 

not ao importa. Can he 
the question, Let's hear— 
ft a note Her und came down 
fn the piano in nceach of chorde, mined 


with her laughter, "She has a cold, 


Interpreting Edwina 3 


and Il not have her spoiia’ her voive, 
fen for you, Before we reach New 
York, T promise it. Bu she has a sure 
‘ong rie soprano—you'l see! Why, 
ber singin’ teacher. ss" 

"say, ot ar rokaan!” buned 
Charice Laver, whose plampness. had 
teen, soured into ave of the eren's 
middy suits. “I just got a squint at a 
teéegrar aklressed to Leon Brockman.” 

“Telegram?” 

"Uh, the purser. But you're Brock- 


March,” sail Brockan early 

Madame Mariska?” ” Ealwina wan: 
dered. ‘“Rt mother and [ save that in 
Tandon. You mean, Me, Johnson here 
isthe man who—* 

"He ix patting on that same fle 
imisial play in New York, dear. You 
may remember,” mactred Mea, Mee 
Iver frelevantly, “how much Donna 
May resembled you, dear—ehe litle one 
‘mio wore the litle bright peasants cos- 
tame Be yours.” 

“Peasants costume, fike mine?" 
evel! Edying, staring down at her 
wn parples and greens. Even Edwina, 
seemed to sense some idden purpose 
linking behind! hee mother's random 
works You mean Doan 
May—" 

Tiny Daggett, who had made copees= 
sion tv the oeetsion to the extent of ap- 
raring ina partiearly immaculate 
fing costume, ent in, There was 
pervousness bereat his dignity, and he 
‘poke with the clipped sharpness of a 
fran who te stecled himself 10 cour 
‘get action, 

“Would you eae to take a turn about 
“the deck—a—er—short constitutional?” 

‘Edwina wavered ; she wantel to bear. 

And say, T want to know—the 
York cast for “Madame—"" 


twins relinquished, curiosity; she 
sume to Daggett with her sary smile 

"fecken L would. Only 1 rather 
ine & seit pm the top deck” 


Well, Mrs. Metver’s lurking parpose 
seas soon ships tay ft was mote that 
a purpore, it was an established fact 
vlether Edwina, who “never could 
keep anything,” ‘boasted, of whether 
Mes Metver in her maternal pride and 
hherabsclute’certinty of the result 
dropped a word or two, 1am uncertala, 
‘Atal events, she amor spread: Brocke 
dan had dacovered ew musicale 
comedy sar i the person of the ile 
feitheaded gel! Mrs. Melver, imter= 
sewed by Lauer in 
of reporter, 


Edwina had entirely recovered from her 
‘cold and soul demonstrate her 90 

dwina, next interviewed, verified 
her mother's statement. She supposed 
she might play Joana of “Madame 
“Mariska” in. New Vork this winter: she 
‘Supposed she might be starsed alone in 
Something alter that; yes. she Wed 
dareing better than anything in the 
world, Already: Edvwisa’s manner Id 
taken on, to the amusement of her 
‘merry litle mother, something of ‘the 
airivess of the star’ To both Edwina 
fund Mra, Melwer, neither of them 
oubting the gies ability for a momeat, 
ft was a simple matter, merely a ques” 
ion of the testing. Brockman fimsel, 
lupproacted ly Laser, would not comm 
Ginmelf beyond aa uneasy statement t0 
the effect ust “the whole thing hung 
ton the little gials voi 

‘So we waited. ‘The entice ship waited 
‘for Edwina’s soxg. Edwina’s hoarse- 
tneis beramne a mater of public concern. 
‘And when we cut into the Gulf Stream 
‘the wrong way avid the rough weather 
{ut Inst struck ‘us, people kept sp with 
fun idea of Veing on hand for the Tile 
redheaded girl's concert, which was 
bsebediled for the Iast might at sea, 
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Dagrett, during the interval of sus- 
‘pense, had fated. into Edwin's back 
(eroumd, But he did stick clove wo Ed= 

i dogged 


Dearing now, On the afternoon of the 
concert, T watched him spancing, with 
fa band, the distance {com the sip to 
New York. on the chart which marked 


“Then, why— How long do. you 
mate a? 


“Romerrow afterioom—witoat a 
He sarel fxelly at the mp 
lacked te al, ‘ceanett 


wrong” Their hands touched. 
Tlorty.” Edwina’s check trashed bit 
‘Sleeve; suddenly her whole boty relaxed 
‘ncainst his Tike a file girl easing lose. 
Pele for him, through may own body. 
‘he warm fish. che physical adimision 
‘of the child’ lovableness which T had 
ffek that first day when Hawinn had 
“surprisingly Kined me 
move. Hie chin 
was pink, 

“Suff—stilt—poker sti!" 1 gibed 
bey mestaly. 

“Let's—go up on the top deck” 

He seca iipa, 


The climax of the storm arrived 
sirmltaneouly with the dina of Ede 
dina’ comeert. "Te ts ot my intention 
29 go ino the deta of the eoeert. 
{S encah to say that Mrs. Metver took 
her seat at the pian, and. was sorry 
eas no “score of "Madame 
Mariska” to be tiie was her one 
apptory—bur Fawina would just ase 
to give sowe of her own simple litte 
vongs. So Edwina hugge! a post, while 


the ship lurched three ways at once, an 
fpened her genorous mouth, and Sangh 
She sag litle thing about swallow, 
fd another Title thing. about & four 
feat clover and Rall thing abou 


yolk 


spn 


tow roses and death. Edwina’ lye 
ano trembled, and 1 tried 19 ashure 


smyeeld that it wat the trembling ot the 
‘hip, There was s lite strain of doutte 


ing 


‘uneasiness over the andience, bat 


Mrs Melver's triumphant pod and 
smile of encouragement to her Edwina 
On, ont we have practically done i — 
‘was a sight to inspire confidence. The 
‘olee ted up, up, ap on a wave, ah, 
fetween Edwina and the ship, | thought 


shoal never have done wih 


Could Tbe wrong? Tht, no; one glarce 
st Bruckman’s face, patient, expressions 


Sots convinced re that F was right 


if 


‘Nas the kind of soprano that renders 
“T Love You Truly” at smal home wede 
ings. 

‘She recovered from death and the 


yall 


law roses and broke forth into an 


encore: 


“i pauant porto Larrine, 
Asve ct thats" 


Now Dageet’s work with er sas 
appurest: pride in his. pupil, T noted, 
ruggled in Daggett with some deeper 
emotion, “The toy's ear was perbupe 
semntiyg to nae! 


"Recon toi epitaines—" 


Mrs. Melver pierced Broclona with 

a bright smile which clinched theie t= 

‘gala. sipped {row the room, 
Applause reached me frst, where 1 


‘hal 


‘hid myself in the deserted writing 


room, Leon Broekman reached me 


ext. 
"Edit promise a— T only sald 
Td hear her voice.” he groaned 


"Wall, you beard! Dashed if T can 


break ta ite woman, ut—tok 


Bur 


re her frend 


fier E yeiae ott ve pal 
feta can dance ke a 
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vwiodan't sing above a muted or 
hestra; Morely cam dance, but be tats 
fo mirc, While bloomiag cast can 
thane, Isa singer we need. Cam yout 
hear hee"—his slim, artist's hand made 
f gestive over his large stemach—"sob- 
bing the “Vohenian Lowe Walz,’ Gn 
ing the whole darn sow? Wi 

Laner lounge through on his way 10 
the bar stared at us curioasly, 

“You —"" he pleaded with me 

“No, nol 

“Dia some one has got to tell er 
now! Lean't have—" 

“thw! warmed tim, “Your 
stance —here they: come.” Te was Mrs 
‘Melver, stepping jauntily, her bine eyes, 
ter entire, quick Tittle person. bright 
‘with victory ; she was followed by Ede 
wien and Dagger 

About Edwina’s part in “Madame 
Marisa —’ 

‘rockin wiped a moisture from his 


mld Tove to do the part 


would te ricer to 
bre it to yout at ones. You can't be 
any more disappointed than | am—than 
isnt the fact is"—she 

Falwia had de 


svina's ha in a Arm grasp 
that chalenged the word; Tdwinn's 
ve, ive eyes possessed! Daget’s 
hanisome profile in gaze that frankly 


sirwegled Bryekamany, 


“We meas,” Daggett samme it ap 


‘concisely with a rigid, biming dignity, 
“thar it would be inadvisable Tor my— 
ray wile t accept a postion om the 
sage Of course you understand 
“OF couse! breathed Brockman. 
ae, Evin, sone seo 
sare” charged Mr: Melver, 
Inve Join iter than yur cree? Ws 


win came fom Danette 
san "Did se, for arent, waver? 
‘Te very toting pote wih Broke 

“Sure” sighed Edwina; Brockman 
tel for his habe 


oy see!” bubbled Mrs. Melver. 
“Couldn't belp listenin’ io," arted 
Charlie Lauer, tearing himell from a 
deep tai; “but say! First Brockman 
Vimvel{ ant iasde dope on the coming 
theatrical season, which is enough; then 
Beckman dicoters a new star, which 
‘a more; then the new star relinquishes 
the stage for love, which is the pig's 
hie whiskers, T sev the headlines! 
‘Tell me, Mra, Meter ——" 

Mfrs. Melver was going strong. 

“remember, when Edwina was a 
little gat—" 

"Mather, if you just could stop tall 
wt 
Even then she could sing—remark- 
able in such a hay. Your recall that 
old one: "Yip-yaddle-y-aye?” gigeled 
Mrs, Melver. "Well, T had her ie 
hurch one day, and the duoir had just 
Finished singing "Rock of Ages, when 
looked up ad saw Edwine standing 
fn dhe middle uf the also, ina litle 
hte ress wih green bons, her 


= 


to growing old-women have the advantage over men; for the average 


man's hair Turns gray five years eather than womans, But then women have 


‘ore tha nature's aid on their side when it comes 4 del 


ng the ravages of age. 


